DEATH OF PETTY OFFICER EVANS

pressure-ice when far from home there is only
one thing that he can honourably do.

Wilson walked by the side of the sledge next
day and saved his leg as much as possible.
They picked up the depot at midday and
Bowers's skis in the afternoon. It will always
be a mystery how Bowers had managed with
his little short legs to slog along on foot for
450 miles, often in deep snow, doing his share
of the hauling in the middle of four men
pulling rhythmically on skis. No wonder Scott
called him an c undefeated little sportsman* !

They increased their ration by one-seventh
and felt better for it immediately. * The
extra food is certainly helping us, but we are
getting pretty hungry, ... It is time we
were off the summit. Pray God another four
days will see us pretty well clear of it. Our
bags are getting very wet and we ought to
have more sleep.5 Their sleeping-bags were
their best friends* Inside them they could be
quite alone and allow their thoughts to take
them far away from sledging. Their hopes
and all their little happinesses they could share
with each other ; but whenever one of them
was bruised in spirit he could only turn his
back on his companions, withdraw further
into the privacy of his bag, and commune with
himself. Before long the sleeping-bags had
ceased to provide them with happy retreats,